EPILOGUE

"MOSES ON MOUNT PISGAH"

THE Dowager Empress Frederick of Germany, who
was spending a long time in Athens, waiting for the
birth of the baby which her daughter the Crown
Princess was expecting, was very simple. There would be a
quiet, comely woman plainly dressed in black sitting aU the
morning on a fallen block of column on the Acropolis, busy
with her sketching, A semicircle of tourists and idlers stood
round her, but she did not mind that, and if they knew
anything about painting they would easily see that this lady
was no ordinary amateur but an artist, as Lord Leighton
once told me, to be judged by professional standards. So
there she sat very busy, and they all stood round her, spitting
and smoking, till her gentleman, Count Seckendorff, who had
also been sketching, came and told Her Majesty that the
fiacre was waiting. He stood bareheaded as he spoke to her,
until she told him to be covered, and off they drove in a little
jingling, one-horsed victoria/

The writer of these words in As We Were, a book of

reminiscences, was the late E. F. Benson, the famous son

of Archbishop Benson of Canterbury.   That is a tranquil

picture of Dowager Empress Frederick after the storm,

But young Benson, during this visit of his to the British

Legation at Athens, in the early years of the nineties,

depicts the Empress in another kind of scene.  Were it not

that  the veracity  of  this  distinguished  novelist and

biographer is beyond question, and did one not know the

strange depths in Empress Frederick's character, it might

well be thought that what follows exaggerates the truth.

' One morning, casually, she (the Empress) sent round